T X 7 INSTON CHURCHILL wrote that 'a man's life must be nailed to a Y Y cross of either Thought or Action'. One or the other will indeed suffice for most of us, but there are some rare men in whose lives Action so much complements Thought, and Thought Action, that they leave us doubly in their debt. Harold Hartley was such a man.
Bom into a generation that was to prove heroic in science, and led to a love of chemistry by his master at Dulwich College, H. B. Baker, he became in succession a Brackenbury Scholar and Fellow of Balliol. And throughout his long life he served Dulwich and Balliol with a loyalty that was fervent and painstaking. A Governor of Dulwich for thirty-eight years, he is commemorated there by a mathematics and computing laboratory which bears his name and which was subscribed by the many grateful organizations for which he worked. As one token of his affection for Balliol he compiled the Record of Balliol Men; and there was another tie between him and the College, for his wife was the daughter of the master, A. L. Smith. Happily they lived to celebrate their Diamond Wedding.
As an undergraduate he had demonstrated the beauties of liquid crystals to Lord Kelvin at a Royal Society Conversazione in 1900; and he was clearly set for a distinguished career in chemistry, as the following dozen years showed. But 1914 found him volunteering for Active Service; and since his technical qualifications were deemed insufficient for the Royal Engineers, he joined the Leicestershire Regiment. The initiation of gas warfare by Germany called into play his unique combination of qualities, and these so matched him to the crisis that he became a Brigadier General and Controller of Chemical Warfare in the Ministry of Munitions; and such was his reluctance to leave the Army that his uniform became a familiar sight in the Balliol-Trinity Laboratory after the war.
As Director of the Laboratory he returned enthusiastically to research and, realizing that research and teaching even at the earliest stage were part of a common endeavour, he took the prescient step in the 1920's of organizing vacation courses in physical chemistry for schoolteachers. And he was an outstanding tutor, with a great fund of experience and wisdom on which his pupils could freely draw, all the more so when he divined in them something of his own spark.
In 1930 he left Balliol for a new career as Vice-President of the London Midland and Scottish Railway with special responsibility for railway research; and in succession and in parallel he held many offices including the Chairman ship of British European Airways, the British Overseas Airways Corporation, the British Electricity Supply Research Council and the Energy Commission of the Organization for European Economic Co-operation; and he held the Presidencies of the British Association, the Institution of Chemical Engineers, and the W orld Power Conference. To all these offices he brought a remarkable knowledge of nature, of technology, and of men. He once explained his doctrine for success in industry: 'First I would put a sympathetic Chairman with the insight to see the part research must play in modern industry. . . . Industries as old as the railways, and as new as air transport, found in him that they had just such a Chairman.
If he was beyond the age of Active Service for the Second W orld War, he had the satisfaction of seeing his son serve with great distinction as a fighter pilot and commander in the Royal Air Force, while he himself was one of the chief government advisers on fuel policy.
Had he retired in 1948 when he was 70, Harold, as he insisted we all call him, could have looked back on a remarkable career, or rather three remarkable careers. But for him there was little looking back and, even though his lameness would have immobilized most men, there was no retreat from action-he saw many things still to do. First there was the matter of world energy and world supplies; this was the theme of his Presidential Address to the British Association in 1950, when he pleaded for wisdom in the use of the world's resources. And he returned to this theme time after time, even publishing an article two years ago from the bed from which he was by then unable to rise. His Presidency of the British Association was the start of a warm friendship with his successor in that office, Prince Philip, and this friendship was one of Harold's greatest comforts in the tedium of his last bedridden years.
In looking to the future he was also deeply conscious of the past. W riting a few months ago about the history of science he said: 'From my experience as a teacher and as a learner it is an integral part of any science course', and he did more than anyone else to promote historical studies in science. He especially cherished his Editorship of Notes and Records of the Royal Society; of it he wrote to me, 'I have built up something of value. You must ensure that it is carried on when I drop out.' His services to the Society were legion; as one example, in i960 at the age of 81 he was a key figure in its Tercentenary Celebrations, and he edited the Tercentenary Volume.
Other bodies, too, benefited from his powerful help. In a field quite away from that of science, but following an interest in pictures that he had derived in boyhood from his father, he was on the Committees of the Ashmolean Museum and the National Gallery, and Chairman of the Picture Gallery of Dulwich College. This breadth of interest was characteristic: to him art, science, literature, the Armed Forces, and global welfare were not to be divorced but were all part of the pattern of life, and each was to be pursued with joyful vigour.
So much did he do for the bodies with which he was associated that his personal work was repeatedly relegated. From his bed he wrote to me in 1970: "I got yesterday the first copy of my new book, Studies the History of Chemistry, which they commissioned in 1901. Am claiming a world record in procrastina tion.' The twinkling humour-still there even in a painful illness-dissembles an iron determination to complete a job once started, and a commitment once accepted, even though sixty-nine full years might intervene.
His bedroom in his last three years was still a powerhouse. On one occasion, I found that he already had three visitors crowded around his bedside. One was a biologist about to go out to Malaya, and Harold was emphasizing to him the important work that he could do to increase crop yields for the people of South East Asia. Another was an officer of the Central Electricity Generating Board, to whom Harold was pointing out that if only boiler corrosion could be prevented, the Board could save two hundred million pounds a year. And from me he wanted to know how Notes and Records was doing. All this from an invalid of 92! There was one scene in his bedroom that I shall never forget. It was only a few months ago, when he was determined to award personally this year's Sir Harold Hartley Medal. The Medal, incidentally, had been so named by the Institute of Measurement and Control, because he had at one time been its President. The day for the Medal to be presented had been fixed some weeks before so as to come conveniently between the operations to which he was periodically subjected, but he was sinking so fast that none of us knew whether he would be able to present the Medal or not. For most of the previous week he had been semi-conscious, and he had had almost no food for three weeks. Nevertheless his obligation seemed to make itself felt in his semi-consciousness, and to our astonishment he rallied, not only sufficiently to present the Medal but to make an extemporary speech lasting twenty minutes, and then to entertain us, the Hartley Medallists, and two Nobel Prize winners summoned to grace the occasion, to a champagne buffet. That speech was the finest act of determined courage that I have ever seen.
Beyond all that he did for science, his Colleges, the Royal Society, the many public bodies that he served, and for the future of the whole world, he set us in these last three years an example of supreme courage in adversity. There is no need to emphasize his other great qualities for, as Churchill said, courage is the quality that guarantees all the others. Alongside courage, Harold himself would have put faith. Let him leave us with his own words, spoken as they were in the strong yet friendly voice that so many of us can gratefully recall:
And whither is the struggle leading us? . . . May it be that with this closer partnership with the wonders of Nature, with the closer fellowship of man with man and a better understanding of the human mind, there will come a new age of mastery of the art of living, new satisfactions of the spirit, and new inspiration to achieve new ends? I believe it will, but not without courage and, above all, faith. To accept our imperfections, to accept the certainty of many failures, and still believe, implies a faith in human destiny, faith in the creative power of man, faith in man's belief in the sacredness of individual freedom, trust in men's ability to work together for peaceful ends, and trust in man's partnership with Nature, or as I would rather put it, whatever may be your interpretation of my final word, trust in man's partnership with God.
